nnr 



JULY No. 41 



DID 



0. 



LOSE HIS 

POWER? 



*& 






X 



V 



M 



y, 



STILL 



PAGES 

FOR 





HOLD STILL, 




FEEDBAG- I'M 




RIDING YUH TODAY 




AND YER GONNA 




WIN! THIS SHOT 




IN THE LEG WILL 




i PUT US AHEAD « 




L BY SIX ^ 




■L LENGTHS! / 







HIT COMICS, July. 1946, No. 41. Published bi-monthly by Comic Magazines, 8 Lord St., Buffalo, N. Y. Executive Offices, Gurley Building, 322 Main St., 
Stamford, Conn. E. M. Arnold. General Manager. George E. Brenner, Editor. Entered as second-class matter March 22, 1940. at the Post Office. Buffalo, N. Y„ 
under the act of March 3, 1879. The characters and events pictured herein are entirely fictitious. The Publisher accents no responsibility for unsolicited material. 
Editorial and Advertising Offices, 415 Lexington Ave.. New York City. E. S. Murthoy. Advertising Representative. F. E. M. Cole & Co., 605 No. Michigan Ave., 
Chicago, III., Western Representative. Copyright 1946 by Comic Magazines. Printed in U.S.A. 



to 






HIT COMICS 



f*H 






\itMM 



m 



&\ 



1 



w 



sm 









\ 






\ 



; v 



vn 



X<i: 



WE all know that KID ETERNITY ' 
* " can summon any character in 
history or mythology simply hy 
Saying the -word, "Eternity".' 

BUT -there came a day -when KID 
ETERNITY -pronounced the magic 
•word, and no one answered; In 
•fact, the character he called for 
Could not be fbtind in Eternity.... 

A TERRIBLE MISTAKE had been 
made/ And all o£ KID ETERNITYS 
■unusual powers were needed to 
rectify the error/ 
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One day, as HWETEKNXI'Y is ©terdlljing 
•asro-ogh fhc clouds -»-... 



I WONDER WHAT'S HAPPENED 
TO /«/<?. KEEPER ? I HAVEN'T> 
SEEN HIM ALL DAY/ 





HE'S THE BOOK- 
KEEPER FOR 
ETERNITY' IT'S 
HIS JOB TO AUDIT 
THE BOOKS AND SEE 
THAT EVERYBODY IS 
HERE WHO BELONGS 
HERE/ 
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CAPTAIN WPP 
PIPN'T APPEAR.' 
ALL THAT HAPPENED 
WAS THAT I 
BECAME VISIBLE 1 
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I CAN TELL YOU WHY 
CAPTAIN kIPD DIDN'T 
COME.' HE'S ONE OP 
THE MISSING MEN/ 
WE'VE J UST PI SCOVERED 
HE WAS NEVER EVEN 
REGISTERED IN 
ETERNITY.' 



S 



But -Bur 

CAPTAIN KIDP 
WAS HANGED 
IN LONDON.' 
ANP HE'S BEEN 
HERE -WHY I'VE 
CALLED UPON 
HIM MYSELF.' 




SO HE WAS.' HE AND ALL 
HIS VILLAINOUS CREW.' BUT 
SOMEBODY IN THE COLLECTION ' 
BUREAU FORGOT TO CHECK 
THEM INTO ETERNITY AND 
IT SEEMS THCYVE 
COME AND GONE 
AS THEY 




THOSE PIRATES.' 
MAYBE THEY WERE 
CAPTAIN KIDD 
AND HIS CREW.' 
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I HOPE NOTHING'S HAPPEN EP 
TO JOHN PAUL JONES WHILE 
I'VE BEEN GONE.' 




&\:-' 
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YOU SEE? THEY LACK 
FINESSE.'... HERE IS 
A SWORD FOR YOU, 




HIT COMICS 



SO ITS A FIGHT THEY 
WANT.' THEY SHALL 
HAVE IT.' captain 
KIDP WILL SEND 
THEM TO THE 
BOTTOM/ 
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SAVE ME.' I'LL 
DO ANYTHING 
YOU SAY/ 



I DON'T KNOW WHY I 
SHOULD SAVE YOU.' BUT 
I'LL TRY.... 




fcfER/v7 T yi 
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The treacherous scoundrel,' 
i was a fool to trust him.' 
he tricked me into 
helping him.' 



But, the next instant ~ 





EVERYONE ABOARD WAS LOST.' THERE 
WONT BE ANV NEED TO SEND ANY 
OF THSM BACK TO... BTMRNITYJ 





EVERYBODY'S HAPPY.' OUR TWENTY 
MISSING MEN JUST CHECKED 
INTO ETERNITY.' SO THE 
ACCOUNTS ARE ALL 
STRAIGHT AGAIN.' 

BUT iy HAYE 
TO APOLOGIZE TO 
"D'ARTAGNAN AND SIR 
■FRANCIS DRAKE.' THEY 
DIDN'T DESERVE TO 
BE SENT BACK SO 
"RUDELY ...OR IN 
SUCH BAD COMPANY.' 
I HOPE THEY'LL 
FORGIVE ME.' 



*< 
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IF I'M GONNA PUT THE 
BITE ON THE FOLKS FOR 
A CAR TH/S SUMMER, 
IT BEHOOVES ME TO 
JRN OVER A NE 




WHILE YOU'RE XI 
rpeCIPING.IiW GONNA 
, TINKER A BIT WITH 
sJHE FURNACE.' 




►WHAT CAN 
POSSIBLY BE 
rTHEMATTSi 
WITH HIM, J 
WONPER? 
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OH, BOY.' NOW FOR A PAY OF PEACEFUL 
FISHING WITHOUT THAT PESKY MOUSE 
TO ANNOY AAE.' AH, WHAT BUSS/ 
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AWHH.' HERE'S JUST THE FLACB.' PEACEFUL 
NO NOISE, NO TRAFFIC, NO CROWPS, ANP, BEST 
>FALL,NOMARMAPUkE MOUSE/ 
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THAT LITTLE... S 
. I--I CAN'T STANDj 
\ ANYMORE.' I 
CAN'T.' I 
CAN'T.' 
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IF ALL THE MICE WERE LAID 
END TO END -IT WOULDN'T 




louie rushes home and swears wtha frown, 

l-le'll hunt the mouse and shoot him down. 1 
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/ah, here we 

i whiskers/ 1 

\RALLANP- 


ARE, A TUR 
YOW I NEED 


BAN AND FALSE ) 
A BOWLING^/ 
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SIT 'EM UP IN 7HS 
OTHER ALLEY.' HOLY 
MOLV.' MV BEARP 




HERE, HERE -UNHAND 
THAT POOR LITTLE FELLOW/. 
YOU BIG 
BULLY.' M 

■ **. 



THAT'S 
WHAT I CALL 
SERVICE.' 




OFFICER, YOU CAMS 
IN THE NICK OF TIME,' 
THIS BIS,WICKEP 
BRUTE WAS ABOUT 
TO SLAY POOR, 

HARMLESS. 

LITTLE ME.' 



YOU BULLY.' 
YOU'LL GOTO 
JAIL FOR 
THIS. 





WELL, WHAT ARE WE WAITING FORT 
THAT'S ONE PLACE THAT LITTLE 
PUNK OF A MOUSE CANT 
PESTER ME.' 




«fea^^: 



<s~^. 







> 
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A theatrical stock company 
rides to play its next town ... 



I'M BORED... BORED... DO YOU 
HEAR* I'M FED UP WITH THE 
TANK TOWNS, THE ROTTEN 
FOOD, THESE DEADLY 
TRAIN RIDES.' 



I'M THKOUffH.' LET MB OFF 
THIS TRAIN.' I CAN'T 
STAND IT/ 






i, on the other sideof the tracks. 



.-v- . . V, ..■■■-■■■■... .V.ra.^. -,- ■■■-■■-■■.■.■ ■■■■,...-.... 

W SILK, THAT TRAIN'S 
{ SLOWEDPOWNTOA 
V WALK/ LET'S HOP 




ANYTHING 
f TO GET OUT OF 
THIS CROSS- 
COUNTRY 
HIKING/ 



WHY, THIS'LL BE 
BETTER THAN 
GETTING AN 
AUTO ' •*▼' 



ESPECIALLY SINCE 
NO DRIVER 
SEEMED TO 




_ 



i 





THERE ISNT ROOM BEHIND 
THE TRUNK ««? BOTH OF 
US.' ... I'VE GOT IT/ 




i 



: 
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I CAN'T OPEN ) 
IT/ YOU'RE J 
STUCK i _y 




|j 




\ / r / r A FINE N 
//THING.' IF WE 
II [ ONLY HAD A 
U V CAN OPENER' 




m 


\ 


Mr- 




i£5 


opJ Is J 


V 



I 
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/ GO THROUGH WITH IT.' % 
I WE CAN USE THE DOUGH.' \ 
; WE'LL FIGURE OUT A WAY OF « 
• GETTING ME OUT LATER.' IF • 
' WE TRY IT NOW, WE MAY » 
\ QUEER EVERYTHING! NOW / 
» BEAT IT BEFORE THE ' 
\ PROP MEN GET HERE.'^ ^ 
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SAY, THIS 
SHOW IS SUMP'N 
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iHE TEA LEAVES showed murder and the mysterious -eyed fortune 
teller spoke of SUDDEK DEATH .... but Betty Bates was not 
impressed ! That is ... not until a gun actually barked and -the dire 
predictions became terrible realities/ * • i 

Then the skeptic Quit operating and the keen-witted Lady 
District Attorney went to work/ 
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I CAN'T AGREE WITH YOU THERE, 
BETTY/ WE SHOW-PEOPLE«ARE 
AWFULLY SUPERSTITIOUS, YOU 
KNOW/ TELL 

ME THE WORST, J AH... BUT FIRST" 
MAPAME7 y YOU MUST PRINK 
THE TEA SO THAT I 
MAY SEE THE LEAVES AT 
THE BOTTOM OF THE 
CUP/ 
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I'LL LIE DOWN UNTIL 
TIME FOR MY CUE.' THAT 
OUGHT TO RIP ME OF 
THIS STRANGE FEELING.' 
YOU RUN OUT ANP WATCH 
THE REHEARSAL, 
BETTY/ 



ALL RIGHT.... BUT PONT] 
FALL ASLEEP.' YOU'RE 
THE STAR,, YOU 
KNOW/ 




NOW, JANIE HONEY, VO AS 
I TELL YOU/ I'M NOT ONLY 
THE PIRECTOR OF THIS 
SHOW/ I'M CRAZY ABOUT 
YOU-. ANP I WANT YOU 
TO GET IT RIGHT/ 



. 
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WILMA/ I THOUGHT 
YOU'D RUN AWAY/ 
ARE YOU MAD? 
WHY DID YOU 
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A CARTRIDGE WAS PIREC? 
ALL RIGHT, BUT THERE'S 
ANOTHER SMELL ON THIS 
GUN BESIDES BURNT 
GUNPOWDER/ 






BUT 

NOTHING/ 

STAY 

THERE/ 




. 
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JUST AS 1 THOUGHT... A DRESSING 
ROOM/ SHE'D HAVE TO HAVE 
SOMEPLACE TO CHANGE FROM 
THOSE OUTLANWSW FORTUNE-. 
TELLER'S CLOTHES/ 




UH-Ott «~ WHAT'S THIS? ^ 
LOOKS LIKE I'M (JETTING 




- ,.--».ar-?-. 




THE LADY WHO PROFESSED TO DESPISE 
MAPAME TARA'S TEA-LEAF REAPING 
SEEMS CURIOUSLY INTERESTED IN 
HER PERSONAL POSSESSIONS' 





- 
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WELL, IT'S IN THE PAG/7 YOU /WEAK THEY SAW, 



MISS SHERRY HAS 
CONFESSED AND. 
BESIDES, A DOIEN 
WITNESSES SAW HER 
SHOOT FARNOL ON 
THE STAGE' 



somebody, who 
might have been /miss 
sherry, behind a 
veil.' i've got the 

lady who killed 
farnol; 



s 






V 



to 



2k. 





BECAUSE THIS PARTICULAR FORTUNE 
TEUER HAPPENS TO BE A FORMER ACTRESS 
NAMED LILA VE LEATH/ SHE WAS MISS SHERRYS 
RIVAL BEFORE THE PUBUC FORGOT ABOUT 
HER IN FAVOR OF A YOUNGER, MORE 
PROMISIWG STAR.» 




THERE/ SHE UNDOUBTEDLY YyOU MEAN SHE WAS GOING 
BLAMED FARNOL FOR HER ] TO GET FARNOL AND MISS 
SUDDEN DECLINE AND H/S / SHERRY AT ONE STROKE? 
ROMANCE WITH JANIE ,^/...BUT WHAT ABOUT MISS 
TRENTER GAVE HER A / V 5HERRVS CONFESSION? 
MOTIVE TO PIN ON 

Miss sherry/ 



2sJ 



m0. 



E 




• 






?. 



OH. BETTY. I'M 

TERBlBLV CONFUSED.,,. 
BUT, EVEN TO SAVE 
MYSELF, I CANT LIE.' 

SHE never CAME 

NEAR ME WITH THAT 
HORRIBLE 
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THATS WHAT YOU THINK, 
WlLMAf SHE UNDOUBTEDLY 

Slipped some op it into 
your tea when she save 
YOU THE sugar; THAT 
ACCOUNTS FOR YOUR PECULIAR 
REACTION AFTER WE LEFT 
THE TEA ROOM.' RIGHT, 
MISS DE LEATH? 





goodness... betty... if it 
hadn't been for you, where 
would i be now? but you 
still haven't told me how 
lila de leath managed to 
take my place on the 
stage amd convince me 
that i was the 
Murderess; 



SHE CAME INTO THE 

DRESSING ROOM A 

AND FOUND YOU N 

ASLEEP FROM THE 

HYPNOTIC' SHE TOLD 

YOU WHAT YOU'D SAY 

WHEN you 

awoke; 




IF YOU DON'T MIND MY "> 
PRYING INTO THE DISTRICT 
ATTORNEY'S BUSINESS, 
MISS BATES.... HOW DID* 
YOU HIT ON THE FORTUNE 
TELLER AS A SUSPECT ~j 
WHEN EVERYTHING J( 
POINTED TO w_— ^ V 
MISS SHERRYfl 


/the murder gun gave^ 
] me the idea.' i caught j 
j a whipf op heavy -<^ 
v incense and strong ] 

k TEA ON IT.' LILADE / 
r LEATH HAD BEEN r—^ 
CARRYING ITIN.y 
JiER BAGJ^X' 








IsrnM 


g 


ml ^v - " 



m 



then she put on your costume and came 
i onto the stage.' on her way back she 
planted the gun in your hand and left the 
costume near you.' from then on, you 
were stuck/ simple, wasn't i t? 

simple, to hear you tell it/ 
but only the lady district 
Attorney could have 
figured it out/ 



Wk 



\-tm 



m 
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IT'S ME, PAN/ I'M 
NOT A COP.' I'M A 
FLOP.' I FUMBLE 
EVERYTHING I VO.'j 
ANP JUST MESS 
THINGS UP.' MAYBE 
IT'S MY NERVES OR, 
SOMETHING/ 



I HAVE JUST 
THE THING . 
FOR YOU — MY 

SUPER 
STEADYING 
PILLSi 



V 



w 



THEY'LL MAKE *?U > 
•AS SURE-FOOTEPy 
AS A MOUNTAIN/ 

V > OKAY/< 


U Mi 







HEY/ THEY'RE 
ALL RIGHT/ 
PAN —LOOK 
OUT: BANK 
ROBBERS 
JUMPING 
INTO THAT 
CAR/ 



NOW YOU'liM 
REALLY SfE 
HOW GOOP MY 

PILLS ARE/ 

\ 




DESTRY RIDES AGAIN/ 
YAHOO! FOLLOW THAT 
CAR, CABBY/ I'LL HOP 
ON THE RUNNING ^OARP/ 
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'CHARLIE, MAkf \. /DAREPBVIL.EH? } 
THIS BIG BRUTE } _>^MAW.' WAW. 
IfAVEMf 
ALONf! 





1 
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DCN'T JUST STAND/ YOU SAID 
THERE, CHARLIE/ rf IT, SlSTER.' 
HEll SLAUGHTER 2 \ —OOF.' 

vou; 







OOH.' IS THAT THE BICYCLE, 
*WAY UP THERE? HOW THRILLING.' 
AREN'T YOU SCARED? 







HIT COMICS 




■ 






HIT COMICS. 



/* HE- HE'S 7 

f BULL GORE, / 

V. THE PRIZE N 

} piGHTca/ (T 

(COURAGE SUM. \ 
lOO YOUR STuPP • 




f STOP DUCKING. N 

^BBB^BBf tm, *f^'' i 


v* * ~ ""III 








y \ \ 


40 ^P 


' /V C^'r 


^H^_^|!5l 


^Ci 


>p8s* 
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"IfANCE TULANE leaped 
* back as the man's fist 
bashed toward his face. The 
blow grazed his heavy jowl, and 
he let out a curse and bored in. 
It was a fight the like of 
which the north hadn't witness- 
ed in many a moon. These two 
great huskies were evenly 
matched, each weighing in the 
neighborhood of 200 pounds. 
Vance had the edge a bit in 
height, but Mulrooney was 
stockier, broader of shoulder. 
And certainly he had the most 
violent nature. 

The big room quickly 
squared away, giving the men 
a clear field. Fists cracked and 
banged. Once Vance went over, 
his heel catching on the brass 
rail. But before Mulrooney 
could leap upon him he was 
up, flailing. 

Mulrooney got a crack in the 
eye that fast closed it, and he 
bellowed like a wounded buf- 
falo. He came in as if for the 
kill. Vance's left caught him in 
the neck, a terrible blow that 
pitched the big chap over in a 
heap. He lay, gasping, tugging 
to get to his feet, while his head 
swam and the world spun crazi- 
ly. Vance straddled him, pant- 
ing, both eyes closing, blood 
dripping down the corners of 
his mouth. 

"Well, Mulrooney," he grated, 
"have you had enough? I won't 
do to you what you' d do to me, 
if I was down . . Get up, you 
big ape, and take it like a man!" 

Mulrooney puffed and blew, 
ano at last staggered to his feet. 
He grabbed the bar, swaying 
and groggy. He glared around 
the room, wiping the blood from 
his pulpy face. One corner of 
his mouth was torn as if a tiger's 
claw had raked it, and his long 
hair was matted with blood 
where a scalp cut oozed gore. 

"Blast ye!" he roared, and 



came in again, fists driving like 
pistons. "I'll kill ye, ye dirty 
varmint!" 

Vance leaped nimbly back- 
ward and let drive a haymaker 
to the jaw. Mulrooney groaned 
once and fell like a log, this 
time to lie quite still. 

Slowly the room came to life. 
Men breathing again strode 
forward to congratulate Vance. 

"Yuh shore done th' big 'un 
in, Vance," someone said. "Nev- 
er see any fight like that 'un." 

"Yeah," said another, "that 
ought to hold the big Irisher f er 
a while!" 

Vance brushed them aside 
and strode out into the cold 
night. He had had enough of it.. 
He didn't like fighting. He did- 
n't like Mulrooney, the crowing 
braggart of the camp. Mulroon- 
ey had whipped every "man who 
ever crossed — and some who 
didn't try to cross him. He was 
mean and murderous. 

Someone tossed a scoop of 
cold water into the big man's 
face, and he came to with a 
start. He sat up, rubbing his 
jaw, glaring as best he could 
through his almost shut eyes. 
He breathed like a porpoise. 

"I'll kill him, that I will!" he 
growled. "I'll fix that dirty 
snake!" 

Nobody said anything; no- 
body had the nerve in that 
room. . 

Mulrooney struggled to his 
feet and stood leaning against 
the bar for a moment, while his 
bloody eyes swept the room. 

"Ye seen him do it!" he 
shouted. "Everybody in this 
here room seen the dirty scum 
throw that stuff in my eyes! 
Well, ye seen the last of Vance!" 

Mulrooney pulled his hat 
down over his head and stalked 
out of the room. Men breathed 
easier after he had gone. They 
looked at each other and slow- 



ly shook their heads. They 
knew that trouble was brewing. 
Vance everyone like, although 
he was little known in the camp. 
He'd come to the north only a 
few weeks before, saying noth- 
ing about when he came, asking 
no questions. He was a good 
lumberman and-' so had been 
given a job on the strength of 
his genius. 

Almost from the first there 
had been bad blood between 
the timber boss, Mulrooney, 
and Vance. Mulrooney would 
have fired him, but Stowe, the 
owner, would not hear of it. 
Vance was a good man. His and 
Mulrooney's difference was 
nothing to him. 

Stowe and Harcroft, the oth- 
er big timber operator in the 
vast country, were not good 
friends. Stpwe was honest and 
gave every man his chance. He 
asked nothing that didn't be- 
long to him. Harcroft, on the 
other hand, was greedy and had 
tried to horn in on Stowe tim- 
ber more than once. Bad blood 
existed between the men of the 
two powerful factions, and this 
often- came into the open in 
fights. 

Harcroft wanted to run 
Stowe out of the north country 
so that he could hog all the 
timber. Stowe had had a tough 
time of it keeping his foothold. 
He'd managed somehow. His 
men were loyal. 

The first untoward event oc- 
curred at the beginning of the 
spring drive. The ice had gone 
off the land and the river was 
a tumbling mass of block ice. 
In a few more hours the log 
drive would begin. Harcroft had 
been lucky in getting his logs 
into the water first for the past 
three seasons, but this time it 
looked as if Stowe would make 
it. . The men on both sides 
sensed trouble over this rivalry 



Stowe's logs were in the wa- 
ter and the charges set to re- 
lease the jam. Harcroft's logs 
were behind his. A tenseness 
prevailed. Times like these 
brought every sort of evil. Har- 
croft wouldn't take it like a 
sport ; he would do everything 
to jam things. 

The morning of the proposed 
drive dawned cold and clear. 
The men were at their posts 
early. When it came time to 
touch off the charges, releasing 
the logs from their packed tight- 
ness, everyone was on his toes. 
Some of the men were down- 
right scared. Why, they could- 
n't tell. 

Pretty soon the explosions 
shattered the morning. Logs 
leaped high in the . air, and 
spurts of white water shot up- 
ward through the crevices made 
by the logs. At last the great 
jam began moving. Ever so 
slowly it went at first, gaining 
speed as the grip of the cur- 
rent grew stronger. 

The men danced and leaped 
over the turning logs, keeping 
their footing magically, and 
with the help of their spfked 
poles. Out of sheer exuberance , 
some of them twirled their logs 
madly in the water, getting a 
thrill out of the dangerous ex- 
ercise. It was * a spectacular 
thing to watch. 

The jam was moving freely 
in midstream when the first ac- 
cident happened. A terrific ex- 
plosion hurled hundreds of logs 
into the air, taking several men 
with it. When they came down 
they were ground to bits in the 
churning mass of timber. 
Screams tore across the water 
as another explosion ripped 
through the jam, and more men 
were blown to bits. 

In all, 19 men were killed 
on that jam, and that many 
more wounded. Nobody knew 
what had happened. The extra 
explosions could not be ac- 
counted for ; the Stowe men 
swore they had had nothing to 
do with the dynamite setting. 
And why should they? The 
blasts were not needed to help 
move the jam. They were plant- 
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ed criminally, and everyone on 
the Stowe side knew who had 
done the dastardly deed: Har- 
croft '• 

Nothing, however, could be 
laid to Harcroft's door. There 
was no proof. But men grum- 
bled. Many of them quit Stowe. 

The strange accidents didn't 
1 cease with the blasting of the 
log jam. Later in the week, after 
the run, two men topping a tree 
were shot and fell to their 
death. Then everyone in camp 
became sick from eating some- 
thing the cook had brewed up. 
Poisoned! That was the verdict 
of the men. But by whom? Har- 
croft! / 

Mulrooney, himself, was hard 
hit by the sickness and laid in 
his bunk three days. When he 
got up he was wan and haggard, 
and swearing that he knew who 
had committed the foul deeds. 
Not Harcroft, but Vance! 

"Don't tell me he didn't ei- 
ther," he barked. "Look at him. 
He ain't sick from this poison. 
Why? Because he didn't put 
any in his own chow, thass 
why!" 

Naturally, this got to Vance, 
and he was worried. Why did 
the big palooka think he did 
it? Of course, he didn't really; 
that was his. way of showing 
his hatred. Vance kept on the 
lookout for trouble, and the 
men began eyeing him strange- 
ly, and whispering when his 
back was turned. He didn't like 

More accidents happened in 
camp. Cable snapped queerly. 
Guy wires broke. Once a buzz, 
saw jumped from its mooring, 
tore through the shed and al- 
most amputated the arm of one 
of the tenders. 

More men left Stowe's em- 
ploy. They were thoroughly 
frightened now,, and supersti-' 
tious. These things just didn't 
happen. Something mysterious 
was behind it all. The jinx sto y 
got out, and Stowe couldn't 
find help. 

Opinion swayed from Har- 
croft to Vance. Vance was the 
guilty one! 



Several more accidents hap- 
pened in camp, and more men 
left to seek healthier fields. 
Stowe couldn't blame the men ; 
he felt he would do the same 
thing under such circumstances. 
But he knew he faced ruin un- 
less the solution was found. One 
night he was closeted with 
Vance for two hours. And the 
next day Vance was gone. 

Mulrooney was thirsty. He 
left his work and strode to the 
bank of the creek that run 
through that section of woods. 
He knelt on the ground and 
was in the act of putting his 
lips to the water when a weight 
hit him and he nearly toppled 
into the stream. He bounced up 
fighting. 

He faced Vance, who was 
trying to hold him without strik- 
ing. "Don't drink that water, 
Mulroney. It's poisoned." 

"You lie!" roared Mulrooney, 
and swung. Vance ducked. 

"Wait, you fool!" shouted 
Vance. "Take a look at that 
squirrel there; he's dead. Why? 
He just drank some of that wa- 
ter. The creek's poisoned." 

Then a bunch of men came 
out of the woods and the fight 
started. They were Harcroft's 
men. Soon the entire two camps 
were in it, hot and heavy. And 
now Mulrooney and Vance 
fought side by side, slashing at 
the horde of Harcroft men that 
sought to overwhelm them. 

The fight lasted half the day, 
and when it was over there 
were more Harcroft men down 
than Stowe men. Gruff Harcroft 
himself, beaten and blustering, 
was in the grasp of Vance when 
Stowe came up. 

"Well, Harcroft," said the 
timber owner, "I guess ' this 
does you. We both saw you poi- 
son the stream — Vance here 
and me. I'd advise you to get 
out of the country, fast!" 

Harcroft did. And it is said 
that no two friends were ever 
closer than Mulrooney and 
Vance, who had begun as bitter 
enemies. Which goes to show 
you that you never know bow m 
thing will turn out. 



HIT COMICS 




YEAH ...HOT/ BUT 
ONLY THE CLIMATE/ 
LET'S SEEK 4& 
REFRESHMENT/ 





PLEASE. SEHOf&S, SURELY YOU 
ARE NOT GOING TO SIT DOWN 
AND ENJOY YOURSELVES WHILE 
ZE GENERAL - 

HE EES FEEL f WHY NOT* 
SO BAD/ J we Fm ALL 
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NOT TOO TOUGH FOR 
THE U.S. MARINES/ J 
SAT KIDNAPPERS/ 




EET EES WHAT I 
HOPEPASSOON 
AS I SAW YOU/ 
YOU WEEL SAVE y 
MY LEETLE 
LA DAHLIA! 



B-BUT WE CAN'T/ WE 
AUGHT SET INTO A JAM/ 
WE MIGHT GET BACK* 
TO THE SHIP LATE/ 





WHERE'S YOUR CHIVALRY* 
POWT YOU WANT TO HELP 
THE GENERAL'S DAUGHTER? 
WHERE'LL WE LOOK 
FOR HER, GENERAL? 







mm 



ONE PAY'S SHORE 
LEAVE ANP THIS 
ISHOWWESPENP 
IT/ PHOOEV/ 



'AW, WE CAN'T STANP BY ANP LET 
THAT K1PNAPPER GETAWAY WITH | 
IT.' THINK OF HOW THE POOR 

' OLP GENERAL FELT/ BESIPES 
THERE WAS NOTHING TD PO 
AROUND THAT BURG ANYWAY/, 



' 



» 



/< 




WE'RE GOING 
TO HELP YOU 
MEN LICK 
THAT BIG 
GORILLA.' 



SI,SE$OR/... 
A VERY BIG 
GORILLA/ ANP 
I AM NOT SO 
SURE WE CAN DO 




YOU WILL STAY 
HERE UNTIL X 
PECIPE THAT 
YOU SHALL 
GO FREE/ 
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SO,fl.TORO...YOU 
SCHEMING MONSTER 
-YOU HAVE GOTTEN 
A FOREIGN NAVY 
AND MURINES TO 
HELP YOU/ 
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SO THIS IS THE GENERAL'S 
LITTLE DAUGHTER, EH? 
GUESS YOU BIT OFF r^BUT; 
MORE THAN YOU JSENOR.YOU 

coulp chew, Ytnr vo NOT 

EL TOfZO.' sJ& UNDERSTAND/ 





Wack in &ietovm... 



YOU HAVE DONE 
IT, MY BRAVE 
YANQUlS/ YOU 
HAVE BROUGHT 
BACK MY LEETLE 
LA DAHLIA ' 




SO, EL TOKO YOU THOUGHT 

YOU WOULD GET AWAY WITH 
KIDNAPPING MY DAUGHTER.*/ 





WHAT? YOU. MY OWN FATHER:, 
PARE TO THINK THAT THIS 
WORM COULD KIDNAP ME?, 
I KIDNAPPED HIM! 




THATEES 

WHAT I 

> TRIED TO. 

TELL YOU, 

seOores! 




I HAD TO REMOVE EL TORO FROM 
THE SCENE SO THAT HE WOULD BE 
UNABLE TO MAKE HIS CAMPAIGN 
SPEECHES BEFORE THURSDAY'S 
ELECTION FOR GOVERNORSHIP, 
OF THE PROVINCE/ 



YOU MEAN 
IF HE MADE y. 
THEM, I < 
WOULD LOSE > 
THE ELECTION" 7 




r OF COURSE/ YOUR 
YANQUlS HAVE ASSURED) MEDDLING 
YOUR PEFEAT.' ^f POLITICS 



FOREIGN, 



CHIVALRY/ 
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t 



G3, 



MITIE.' 

WHAT ARE YOU 

POING7 



% 



M#ffi09 



M 



. 



F* t 



■ 






"■. ■ .&& 



SINCE JJtey left &e 1>Jjg <&y » eve*y 
je3> seems to lead to trouble for 
BIG FELLFi^ axu3 Hs little brother, 
MWlEl Eveaa a jot as ifealMwid 
lias its eompHc&tio»s ... imd Mstae 
aialw. proves a j^pKimfer 

BIG BROTHERS 

I— i r i- mmmmmimmm 



*\ 



TRYING TO 

FIGUK6 OUT 

WHAT AND 

HOW TO 

|\ FEED THE 

PIGS.' 
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/ geeky.„.geta load 
'o' that sign.' it gives 
me an idea ! i'll take a 
job on the farm anp hipe 
the vough while you 
let the cops 
chase you! 

rr 





THEY CANT PIN NOTHIN'ON 
YOtf BECAUSE VOU WON'T 
HAVE THE DOUSH... ANP 
AFTER THE HEAT'S OFF. 

YOU CAN COMEBACK TO. 
THE FARM ANP WE'LL 
WALk OFF WITH THESE 

GREENBACKS/^BEEKY. 
YOU'RE 
COOWN'ON, 
ALL FOUR 
BUMEfZSL 



HMPF.' YOU OON'T LOOK YATTABOY? AT THIRTY 
MUCH LIKE A FARM HAND / BUCKS A MONTH V'^OT 
TO ME..,. BUT I NEED ^ ME FOR PKACTICALLVi 

HELP SO BAD I CAN'T S|t^-L^NUTWJM'/ 
BE CHOOSEY.' 



mi 






1 



<f 



ri? 



*vj 




I SURE HOPE YOU KEEP THAT 
PBOMISE, MITIE.' NOW. }F I 
COULD ONLY GET A JOB/ 



HEY. BIG. LOOK AT X 
THAT SI6N.' THERE'S / 
A JOB FOR BOTH / 
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YOU LOOK STRONG BNOUGH y LISTEN, DK111L 

TO DO THE WORK, BUT I'M 

MOT HAVIN' THAT YOUNG 

'UN AROUND/ HE'S TOO 

LITTLE TD WORK BUT BIG 

ENOUGH TO EAT ME OUT 

OF HOUSE AND HOME/ 




HE'S MY KIP BROTHER AMP 1 ALL jBGHT, 
WHERE I GO, HE GOES/ BUT 1 BUT SEE 
III MAKE A DEAL WITH YOU .7 YOU STICK 



In the meantime -at an old 
abandoned well on the farm-, 



LET US BOTH STAY AND 
I'LL PROMISE TO EAT 
LESS TO MAKE UP FOR 
WHAT HE EATS! 



TO THAT 
PROMISE/ 
YOUR PAY'LL :. 
BE THIRf V 
BUCKS A 
MONTH. '„ 



WHAT A SETUP/ I'lL PROP THE 

PACKAGE OF POUGH IN THIS 

EMPTY WEIL WJJf RE IT'LL BE 

SAFE UNTIL 
GEEKY COMES 





/" YOU.' I. THOUGHT YOU "VPONT BE SILLY/ A 

S- WENT OFF TO GET INTO i-GENT LIKE ME STAYS' 

C SOME WOKKIN'CLOTHES.O WELL PRESSED UNPER 
^ ' __ _ ^7 auv pounmnuc i — < 




THE KINO O'CKITTERS I GOTTA PUT UP WITH 
FARM HANDS THESE PAVS / OHH-H ! 
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NOW GET TO 
WORK.' MILK 
THE COWS 
ANP WATER 
THE HORSES.' 





AND YOU BRING SOME HAY 
INTO THE BARN ANPS££ 
THAT BROTHER 
YOUR'N STAV5 



OUTO' 
MISCHIEF.' 



yes, 

SIR/ 



■■: 
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&UT HE'S ONLY A LITTLE KIP 
ANP HE'S ALWAV5 LIVEP IN 
THE CITY/ HE PIPN'T KNOW 
ANY BETTER/ CAN'T YOU 
SIVE US ANOTHER 
CHANCE 7 
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YOUR MONEY? GUESS AGAIN, POP.'*TH|s\ 
AAONEY WA5 STOLEN FROM A BANK/ W£ J 
LET CsEEKY. IMF GA7; THINK HE'D SHAKEN 7 
US AMD- THEN WE TRAILED HIM HERE.' ' jS 




I SAW YOU KNOCK THESE TWO GORILLAS OVER^) 

M' BOY .... AND THERE'S A EEWAgP T [ 

OUT FOR THIS MONEVf^ggT^H] HEY, DON'/ 
I'LL SEE TO IT THAT>4 OB .«eT umc nc^PPVFS 1 
YOU GET IT.' 




a*jfa£S$SL' 





Only the New Bendix Coaster Brake 
Offers All These Features 

Stops quicker — coasts longer * Long life — trouble-free 
performance * Light- weight — easier pedaling * Sim- 
plicity of design — fewer parts * Easy to put together 
and take apart -*- Self-aligning brake shoes it Sealed 
against dirt and water * More efficient braking — 
requires leu pedal pressure and travel * Every brake 
factory tested * Mad* by Bendix— Foremost manu- 
facturer of aviation and automotive brakes. 



Made by the Foremost Builder of 
Automotive and Aviation Brakes 

Here is the coaster brake you have always wanted. It is 
made by the famous Bendix Aviation Corporation, builders 
of aviation, radio, marine, radar and electronic products as 
well as brakes for automobiles, buses, trucks and airplanes. 
The new Bendix* Coaster Brake is entirely new in design. 
It stops quicker and with less pedal pressure. It coasts longer — 
You are away out in front with a Bendix Coaster Brake. 
And it is easy to take apart and put together again for 
there are fewer parts. 

Be sure to tell your bicycle dealer that you want your new 
bike equipped with the most modern of all coaster brakes — 
the new Bendix Coaster Brake. 



ECLIPSE MACHINE DIVISION 

BENDIX AVIATION CORPORATION 

KMIRA, NEW YORK 




AVIATION CORPORATION 



IVhats My M?- 1 Manufacture 

Weaklings info 

MEN! 

GIVE ME a skinny, pepless, second-rate 
body— and I'll cram it so full of hand- fl 
some, bulging new muscle that your friends 
will grow bug-eyed! . . . I'll wake up that 
sleeping energy of yours and make it hum like 
a high-powered motor! Man, you'll fee/ and 
look different! You'll begin to LIVE! 



<%*6 

Actual Photograph of the 
man who holds the title 
"The WorlcTt Moat Per- 
fectly Developed Man." 





Let Me Make YOU a NEW MAN 
-IN JUST 15 MINUTES A DAY! 

You wouldn't believe it, but I r-yself used to be a 97-lb. 
weakling. Fellows called me "Sidney." Girls snickered and made 
fun of me behind my back. X was a flop. THEN I discovered my 
marvelous new muscle-building system— "Dynamic Tension." And 
It turned me into such a complete specimen of MANHOOD that 
today I hold the title "THE WORLD'S MOST PERFECTLY 
DEVELOPED MAN." 

That's how I traded in my "bag of bones" for a barrel of 
muscle! And I felt so much better, so much on top oi the world 
in my big, new, husky body, that I decided to devote my whole 
life to helping other fellows change themselves into "perfectly 
developed men." 

What Is "Dynamic Tension"? 
How Does It Work? 

When you look in the mirror and see a healthy, husky, 
strapping fellow smiling back at you— then you'll be astounded at 
how short a time it takes "Dynamic Tension" to GET RESULTS! 

"Dynamic Tension" is the easy, NATURAL method you can 
practice in the privacy of your own room- JUST 15 MINUTES 
EACH DAY— while your scrawny shoulder muscles begin to 
swell, ripple . . . those spindly arms and legs of yours bulge . . . 
and your whole body starts to feel "alive," full of zip and go! 

One Postage Stamp 
May Change Your Whole Life! 

At I've pictured up above, I'm steadily building broad- 
shouldered, dynamic MEN— day by day— the country over. 

2,000,000 fellows, young and old, have already gambled a 
postage stamp to ask for my FREE book. They wanted to read 
and see for themselves how I'm building up scrawny bodies, and 
how I'm paring down fat, flabby ones— how I'm turn- 
ing them into breath-taking human dynamos of real 
MANPOWER. 

Take just a few seconds NOW to fill in and mail the 
coupon at right, and you will receive at once my FREE 
book-"Everlasting Health and Strength" that PROVES 
with actual snap-shots what "Dynamic- Tension" has done for 
others-what it can do for YOU! Address: CHARLES ATLAS, 
Dept.330-O, 115 East 23rd St., New York 10, N. Y. 




FREE 

Mall the coupon be- 
low right now for 
my FREE Illustrated 
book, "Everlastlns 
Health and Strength." 
Tells all about ''Dy- 
namic Tension" meth- 
ods. Crammed with 
pictures, facts! Ad- 
dress me personally: 
CHABLE8 ATLA8, 
Dept.J30c.ll5E.JSrd 
8t..Ne»YorklO.N.T. 



CHAKLES ATLAS, Dapl. 330-0 

1 1 S East 23rd St., New York 10, N. V. 



I want the proof that your system of . 
"Dynamic Tension" will help make a New Man -' 
of me— give me a healthy, husky body and big | 
muscular development. Send me your free ■ 
book, "Everlasting Health and Strength." 

Name I 

{Please print or write plainly) 

Address -»»«~. | 

Zone No. 

City. (it any) Stat* — . a 

□ Check here it under 16 lor Booklet A. 



